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Previously in Freak Tension, .. 

You may recall that I said the president is 
actually a sack of skin wrapped around a pile of 
hungry maggots. Further research has proven me 
incorrect. It turns out that they aren’t maggots at all. 
They are actually a unique strain of space worm that 
just keep growing and multiplying until they start 
pouring out of eye sockets in streams of lavender 
colored ooze. Look for it in a press conference 
soon. 

Also in the last issue, our friend Gutboy, 
the albino frog, threw down some rhymes like 
perfectly launched punches to win his freedom from 
a vampire babe. This was a step up in intensity from 
his usual pugilism, and it turned out way better than 
the time he stabbed that clown in the eye and it 
turned out to be a six armed goat. 

As far as music reviews, I had determined 
that the new album by Garth and the Barf Pirates 
was a pile of garbage. It was nice, clean garbage 
discarded by rich people, but garbage nonetheless. 
Scum grows on trees like the birds and the bees. 

Last but not least, it became clear that 
Freak Tension cannot be stopped, even by cyborg 
gorillas trying to stab everything in sight. 

Join us now for issue eleven of Freak 

Tension! 
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THE GOREY DETAILS! 

All the material in Freak Tension is written by me, 
Matt Johnson, and is copyrighted as of 8/2004. 

The only exception is that the cover is by Jeremy 
Micke. If you want him to do art for your zine or 
record or whatever, contact me at the email address 
below. 

Any inquiries, compliments, criticisms, can go to: 

Matthew Johnson 
Freak Tension 
PO Box 22163 
Green Bay, WI 54305 
freaktension@yahoo.com 


Everyone who writes gets a free pin and 
sticker, and potentially other things. 

ADVERTISE IN FREAK TENSION! 

Rate Information 

Full page = $60 
Half page = $35 
Quarter page = $20 

The advertisement deadline for December’s is¬ 
sue is November 1**. Please make checks or 
money orders payable to Matthew Johnson 

Send all advertisements and music to re¬ 
view to the address above. 
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GUT-SPEWING GOODNESS! WAY BETTER THAN THANK TOO NOTES! 

Z2NES! I’LL HELP YOU CRAM YOUR PAGES WITH BLOOD AND EVIL! 
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_Burning Image - 1983 - 1987 

(Alternative Tentacles) 

Some of the songs by this obscure goth 
punk band would nicely accompany a scene in 
which a crowd of brain hungry zombies 
stumble out of a fog enshrouded field. The 
musical gloom would follow the corpses as they 
make their way into town. As the dead begin 
their feast in a family restaurant, the suicide 
enducing vocals and off-kilter drumming would 
wrap around the sound of stomping of feet as 
the patrons tty to escape the zombies. 
Unfortunately, just like the music, the scene 
would miss reaching its full potential. Instead 
of climaxing in an orgy of gut gnawing, the 
deadies would instead have a seat and order 
slices of the homemade blueberry pie. 

Joshua - Baggage EP (Engineer 
Records) 

The music produced by this band is very 
much akin to that which emanates from my ass after 
I’ve eaten a can of baked beans. It’s crappy. The big 
difference, however, is that my stinky butt noise is 
something I’ve grown comfortable with. It doesn’t 
bother me too much when it sounds. It’s just a part 
of life. This CD, on the other hand, is something I 
am not comfortable with, lame pop with barely in 
tune vocals and boring lyrics. I will continue to 
avoid this type of music as if it were a charging 
gorilla with a pair of scissors. 

Letter to the Brill Manufacturing 
Company 

Dear Sirs, 

Late last night, some friends and I were 
aimlessly wandering around the neighborhood 
when we stumbled across a bed frame that had 
been discarded and left by the side of the road. 

I pulled a support board off because it looked 
perfect for smashing stuff with. Its weight and 
length were absolutely brilliant. The sound it 
created when I swatted it menacingly against 
my palm was music to my ears. For a moment, 

I was sure that nothing would be able to 
withstand the crushing power I would dish out 
with that board. I went about putting it to use 
ASAP. 

Well, much to my chagrin, it didn’t 
work. No matter what I tried to destroy - be it 
a fire hydrant, a tree, a wire mesh fence - I got 
no further with your board than I would have 
with my own teeth. Now, I swung this board 
with all my power. So hard did I make contact 
with each of die items that I intended to crush 
that it left my hands feeling like they had been 
used to ring a bell in some church tower 
somewhere. Granted, your board didn’t shatter, 
which says much about the might of die thing, 


but I was still extremely disappointed. 

When I found your address stamped on 
the board, it gave me further cause to weep at 
the lack of chaos it had created. Sure, it stated 
that it was produced in August of 1999, making 
it a bit past its prime, but it also said that it was 
made in Brazil, presumably of rainforest trees. 
Surely, such old, wise, mighty life forms would 
give birth to a board with a smashing power that 
was no less than electric. Why else would they 
be harvested so crudely? I was devastated. My 
whole oudook on life had been destroyed and 
cruelly rebuilt with new, painful realities. 

Is there something, anything, you can do 
to restore my faith? 

Thank you, 

Matthew Johnson 

Nekromantix - Dead Girls Don’t Cry 
(Hellcat) 

In “Where do Monsters Go,” this 
horror-billy band asks a lot of questions about 
monsters, like, “Do they have bills to pay, or 
watch TV? Where do they buy their groceries?” 
Well, I’ve got the answers. First of all, according 
to the IRS, monsters are tax exempt. Their bills 
are minimal, if any, because they sort of 
parasitically piggy-back on the lives of humans. 
The humans that live in the house that a monster 
resides in will pay all bills. It’s not much of an 
expense, because most monsters live pretty 
cost-efficient, streamlined lives. The ones that 
cause the most trouble are the hairy ones, 
because they’ll use all of your shampoo, and that 
shit ain’t cheap. As for groceries, I know first 
hand that a significant number of monsters shop 
at Woodmans in Green Bay in the early morning 
hours. I stopped in to grab a box of shells and 
cheese and saw a three foot troll pushing a cart 
around. It was green skinned and had orange-ish 
hair sprouting from odd places on its body, such 
as its elbows. Also worth noting is that this troll 
was wearing only a pair of jeans with ripped out 
knees, no shirt. Apparently, the management 
overlooks certain policies for this type of 
customer. I decided to follow Mr. Greenskin as 
he prowled the aisles, as I was very curious 
about what a troll would eat. His cart was half 
full with peanuts and marshmallows and he was 
moving toward die pasta aisle. As he grabbed a 
jar of tomato sauce, he noticed me. I grabbed a 
box of gemelli pasta and pretended to study the 
cooking instructions. The short beastie grunted 
and hung a right. Somehow, I lost him as he 
entered die dairy section, but I needed to get 
home anyway. 


















The Knockout Pills - 1 + 1 = Ate 
(Estrus) 

A lot of these garagey, punk rawk bands 
have such a lack of energy that it drives me nuts. I 
go see them live and the expressions on their faces 
are the same as those I see on the dental hygienist 
when she tells me I should stop breathing in her 
direction. It’s not exactly exciting. The Knockout 
Pills, however, sound like they might enjoy playing 
their music. I dare say they might even be the type 
of band that jumps around a little on stage. Their 
style of rock, which cuts out some of the fuzz and 
increases the melody, probably gets them charged 
up. Whereas the typical band in this genre might 
fend off a heckler by saying, “Shut up, dude,” I get 
the feeling that these folks would be a little bit more 
intense with their heckler resistance. “Pipe down you 
shit-eating, communist, mule face!” They would 
probably yell. Of course, when the heckler turns out 
to be a Minotaur, this band isn’t going to fare any 
better and would still end up being just another 
person steak hanging from the end of the 
mythological beast’s sharp horn. 

Toxic Narcotic - Shoot People Not 
Dope (Rodent Popsicle) 

Fast, gritty hardcore suitable for taking a 
board that you found by the side of the road and 
freaking out in someone’s living room. Let it provide 
the soundtrack to ricocheting off walls and swinging 
the two-by-four. Pay no concern to what your 
weapon makes contact with, then pass out covered 
in sweat, blood and bits of plaster. The last song 
provides a bit of a cool down by lying off the speed 
and replacing it with a grouchy reggae groove. It 
ushers you off into sleep so you can dream of the 
next day’s smashing. 

Best Prank Ever 

You take the shovel from your trunk 
and pick a yard at random, one without a lot of 
trees. The first scoop of dirt that you dig out of 
the ground and toss to the side makes you smile. 
You keep digging until the sweat is running full 
stream down your back. It’s night time, but you 
know that someone will notice you soon 
enough. The longer it takes, the deeper the hole 
will be. The palms of your hands start to ache 
and crack. Lack of this sort of work has made 
your skin weak and easily susceptible to 
damage, but that doesn’t matter. You stand 
deeper in the ground and the pile beside you 
gets higher. 

You hear a door creak and you know 
the time has come. 

A middle-aged man with a slight beer 
belly emerges from his house in a tight orange 
tank top and a pair of jogging pants. His ttun 
brown hair is messed up from sleep. 

“What the hell are you doing?” He 
yells, his voice cracking from anger, but 


carrying a touch of confusion as well. 

“I’m digging your grave, old man!” 

The Dauntless Elite - Security? fPlan- 

It-X) 

You would think that this would be a 
good CD, what with the excellent production 
and almost tangible passion this band pumps 
through its music. Unfortunately, it’s not. It’s 
boring, puff-voiced emo boys trying to push 
their socially relevant whining into my ears. 
Well, you know what? I’m not taking it. There 
are eighty million bands like this. What do The 
Dauntless Elite have that these other bands 
don’t? Not a damn thing. I’ve forgotten them 
already. 

Rydell - Hard on the Trail (Engineer) 

These emo farts have a song called 
“Shifter (Girls with Skulls)”. You might wonder 
what the parenthetical bit is about. Well, let me 
tell you. It’s an endorsement of girls with skulls. 
Back in the day, I dated a girl without one. Sure, 
she was hot. She had a body that was rock solid 
and always tan. Breasts like freakin’ beach balls. 
In fact, she’d wear a bra that was colored like a 
beach ball and she thought that was funny. What 
I thought was funny was her deflated basketball 
of a head. It just kind of sat there, lumped up on 
her shoulders. If you want to know what kissing 
her was like, go buy yourself an egg of silly 
putty and make it into a mouth shape. Then try 
jamming your tongue in it. It’s not particularly 
fun. 

Note to Rydell: Hey, assholes. Some 
other pansy band did a cover of “Boys of 
Summer” and I sure as hell didn’t need another 
version of that lame song from you. Whatever 
happened to bands covering good songs? 

Gutboy: The Adventures of an 
Albino Frog 

Episode 2: Zombie Behind the Cash 
Register 

Going to get a bag of chips and a sixer 
of root beer should always be a smooth process. 
The messed up thing about life is that it’s always 
things that you expect to be simple that get the 
most complicated. Gutboy - being a frog and not 
having pockets, or pants to have pockets in, for 
that matter - was in the habit of calculating 
exactly how much he would need at the grocery 
store and then bringing an extra fifty cents, just 
in case some jack ass manager decided to 
increase the price of a product. This made the 
check-out process pretty easy. The cashier would 
say the price, which Gutboy would already 
know, and Gutboy would open up his webbed 

















fingers and slam the cash on the counter, grab 
his goods and hop out the door. This particular 
time, however, it didn’t turn out to be so easy. 

He should have seen the signs. Weird 
things always come in sets. When he hopped 
passed the bus stop in front of the grocery store, 
he should have taken the midget with the Hitler 
mustache as a sign and headed home. Instead, 
he pretended that the seig heil was a wave and 
waved back. 

Then, when he entered the pop aisle, 
filled with perversely bright colored boxes and 
cans, and found that they were all out of Barq’s 
root beer, he should have considered that sign 
number two. They were never out of Barqs. 
That’s like a bakery being out of bread. It just 
didn’t happen. But, this time, it did. Luckily, the 
alternative was a few cents less, so he didn’t 
even need to cut into his fifty cent buffer zone. 

He bounced up to check-out lane seven 
and dropped his bag of nacho goodness and his 
beer onto the moving track. As he was waiting 
for the cashier to announce the total, he noticed 
a smell. It was as if he stepped in a pile of road 
kill. He looked at his webbed feet. They were 
clean as a whistle. He followed the odor to the 
cashier. 

“Diiiiiiid you find everything okay?” 


the cashier’s voice echoed gutturally from the 
rotting hole that sufficed for a mouth. Lips were 
long gone. Gums were sunken and made his 
teeth look huge. Where ordinarily there would 
be cheeks pocked with teenage acne, there were 
only a few flaps of discolored flesh. 

“You’re messed up, Stewart,” Gutboy 
couldn’t help but comment, reading the cashier’s 
name from the tag that sat crooked on his 
pit-stained grocery store shirt. He dropped his 
cash in front of the corpse and watched the 
rotting adolescent pick the bill up with his 
uncoordinated finger bones. 

“Out of five?” Stewart moaned. 

“Yes. Clearly it’s out of five, Stewart. 
How far into decomposition is your brain, 
exactly?” 

This comment seemed to upset Stewart. 
Gutboy maneuvered out of the way as the 
zombie cashier lunged over the counter at him. 

“Great reflexes there, Stew. Could you 
hand me my root beer and chips, please?” 

“I will eat your brain, little pink froggy.” 

“Nah,” Gutboy said, grabbing his food¬ 
stuffs and bouncing toward the door. 

Before making his exit, he popped his 
extra fifty cents into the skill crane by die door. 

It was filled with all sorts of badly assembled. 
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brightly colored, nappy plush animals. He 
couldn’t decide which one he wanted. Being 
something of an expert, he settled on a red bear 
holding a heart that said, “I luv u”. It wasn’t 
difficult to wrap the three metal prongs around 
it. The difficult part was keeping it in the claws 
long enough to be carried to the chute and into 
his hands. He grinned as the machine did 
exactly what he wanted. The plush bear would 
make a great memento for the lady that was in 
his bed back home, Susan... or Debra. 
Whatever. 

“Frog brains!” Stewart moaned. 

“You still on that kick, bud? Most 
people prefer the legs.” Gutboy turned to see 
the cashier moving slowly toward him. The 
boy’s left leg was dragging behind him and he 
was sort of hopping with his right leg. He 
wasn’t covering ground too fast. 

Gutboy just shook his head, tucked his 
goods under his pink arm and hopped back 
home, saying hello to the Nazi midget along the 
way. 

Sissies - Everything in the World - A 
Discography (Plan-lt-X) 

This is the closest I’ve ever heard to a 
musical autobiography. It’s a personal zine set 
to music. Through jangly, raw pop punk, Ali - 
the singer - tells stories of her life. It includes 
tales of everything from college life to 
hitchhiking in Michigan. It’s a brief chronicle, 
but it covers a lot of ground; playing in her 
mom’s band, writing songs on die playground 
when she was a litde kid, dealing with a long 
distance relationship. All of these things could 
have turned out tacky, pretentious or annoying. 
They didn’t for the Sissies. This music is like 
hanging out with them and listening to them 
read excerpts from their diaries. It’s compelling 
in a way that a lot of bands strive for but never 
seem to reach. 

Pulley - Matters (Epitaph) 

These guys are the epitome of generic 
melodic punk rock. This is the stuff that frat 
boys listen to when they want to get psyched 
up for homecoming or some shit. They put the 
brims of their baseball hats backwards and yell 
“oh yeah.” Hopping down the front steps of 
their frat house, they charge into the street, 
shouting at the air. With any luck, they won’t 
see the bulldozer coming their way. Sure, it’s 
moving slowly, but the guy with the thick neck 
and the hardhat who’s behind the controls has 
no love for college types who blast bad punk 
rock. He’s not going to warn them. Their 
screaming bodies will be minor bumps in the 


road as their guts squirt across the hot blacktop 
like ketchup from one of those litde restaurant 
packs that someone has stepped on. 

Spitting Teeth/l-2-Go! Crew - Split 
(1-2-3-4 Go Records) 

Spitting Teeth aren’t a band anymore, 
which sucks because I’m just getting into them. It 
turns out that their singer and drummer decided to 
give up hardcore for a career in robot hunting. As 
you probably know by now, there was a batch of 
robots created in a small factory just outside of 
Birmingham. They got droid rot and went wacky. 
After attacking each other with screwdrivers and 
trying to go robo cannibal, they realized that they 
didn’t like eating metal. They escaped and found that 
they much prefer succulent human flesh. 

Coincidentally, Ben Crew, the rap mas¬ 
ter behind 1-2-Go! Crew’s rapcore, has one of 
these robots in captivity. He uses it to produce 
some of his beats. It drops a killer sound, and 
I’m not just talking beeps and whistles. 
Unfortunately, it escapes on a regular basis and 
goes on bloody murder sprees. There was a 
hardcore show in Minneapolis that culminated 
in this robot getting on stage and pretending to 
sing along. Everyone thought it was cool at first, 
until it stage dived, crashing several mohawked 
moshers to death under the weight of its titanium 
body. The robot then jumped back up on stage, 
grabbed the dreadlocked singer of the band and 
snapped him in half, spraying blood at the 
crowd. It was unfortunate. 

Russians 

Throughout my grade school career, my 
friends and I were constantly mystified by an 
overweight couple that stood on the comer 
outside of school every day waiting to catch the 
city bus. They wobbled down to that comer 
fifteen minutes prior to the arrival of their blue 
and white chariot, which coincided with the end 
of the school day. These two did a lot of talking 
as they waited, and some of the other kids 
attempted to communicate with them, curious as 
to where the two were always going. 
Unfortunately, the series of nonsensical squeaks 
that the couple communicated to each other with 
was fairly impenetrable. We assumed that it was 
Russian, due to the hat that the pudgy guy was 
never seen without. This hat had a foreign flag 
imprinted on it, which we thought was the 
emblem of our cold war enemy. Everyone 
always waved at the Russians, who happily 
replied with smiles and strange greetings from 
foreign lands. 

Years later, I found out that it wasn’t 
Russian they were speaking. It wasn’t any real 
language. They were just retarded. 













The Mentally III - Gacy’s Place: The 
Undiscovered Corpses (Alternative 

Tentacles) 

Is this what punk has come to? There 
aren’t enough exciting bands out there, so we 
get tracks that didn’t make it onto an EP that 
was released twenty-five years ago by some 
band most people have never heard of, yet 
alone give a crap about? I’m not going to deny 
that there are some interesting tunes on this 
distorted, badly recorded relic, but what is the 
point? Is there some bozo out there who already has 
all of the albums by all the awesome vintage punk 
bands that can’t live without the Mentally Ill’s lead 
yelper hollering about “Tumor Boy”? It’s probably 
the same turd who wanders around talking about 
how punk is dead. Hey, if you can’t find a modem 
band that kicks at least twice as much ass as these 
guys did, I’d be happy to hit you in the head with a 
rock. 

Mr. Plow - It’s Plow or Never (Crusty 
Records) 

In theory, a Canadian jackass yelling 
pornographic songs like “Golden Shower Girl” 
accompanied only by some nice acoustic guitar 
is mildly amusing. When that theory is put into 
reality, it’s mildly amusing for about ten 
seconds, then it’s terribly pathetic. 

Treephort - Enchanted Forest 
(Springman) 

London May, is this what you have 
sunk to? You used to be in Samhain, one of the 
most demonic bands ever. Now you’re produc¬ 
ing a CD by a band that has pictures of unicorns 
on their cover. Why? You used to cover 
yourself in fake blood and participate in songs 
so creepy they made people piss their pants. 
Now you’re producing for a bad pop punk band 
that plays songs asking people to bum their 
credit cards and major in philosophy. Why? 
You played on tunes like “To Walk the Night” 
and “Human Pony Girl.” Now you’re associ¬ 
ated with a song called “Jesus Would Play This 
Show for Free.” Please, tell me why! If Glenn 
Danzig doesn’t kill you for this, you will surely 
be disemboweled by the dark, fiery gods of 
below. You used to invoke their power. Now, 
they will rise from the depths to strangle you 
with your own slippery intestines for producing 
this atrocious CD. 

The Briefs - Sex Objects (BYO) 

In light of all the bands out there 
recycling old hardcore and old garage rock, it’s 
almost refreshing to hear a band recycling late 
70s style melodic power punk. The Briefs have 


a knack for wrapping their instruments around a 
catchy tune and squeezing it until it spews up 
some grit. Their music isn’t glossy and 
overproduced, but it doesn’t sound like a 
basement recording either. Even though they 
have some less than intellectual fare, including 
songs about being killed by ants and tributes to 
Winona Ryder’s shoplifting ordeal, they also 
manage to sound somewhat well-informed on 
songs like “No More Presidents” and “Orange 
Alert”, which is about all of the ridiculous fear 
the media and government induce with their 
goofy color-coded panic attacks. If a band is 
going to stick with a sound that has been done, 
it’s good to see them doing it right. 

Decisions 

I am a manager at a customer service 
call center. Of all the decisions I make on a daily 
basis, the most important is this: Do I take a 
dump in the downstairs bathrooms, where there 
is shit on the toilet seats, or do I go upstairs and 
use the bathrooms that have boogers wiped on 
the walls of the stalls? 

Lupus - Band Not as Shown (Crusty 
Records) 

If my goal was to be the stupidest punk 
band ever, which seems to be this band’s goal, 
I would have had the three babes that posed for 
the cover actually play the music. The one 
crawling on the ground in the red latex outfit 
pretending that her hair is in a shampoo 
commercial would be fine on the drums. The 
Asian lady with the belly button ring holds the 
guitar like she already knows how to play it. The 
lead lady would be the blonde with super 
high-heeled black boots who is leaning against 
her bass like it’s a cane. She apparently has some 
sort of disorder that prevents her from smiling 
properly. Instead, she has her mouth open and 
her upper teeth bared as if she is about to take 
a bite out of a ham sandwich. I would bet ten 
bucks that a two minute long spoken word 
performance from her alone would be more 
entertaining than this band’s annoying rant about 
the Osbourne family, or any of their songs for 
that matter. 

My New Life - A Sad State of Affairs 
(Tomato Head Records) 

I’ve got a suggestion for all of these 
bands making whiney-ass pansy music, emo or 
whatever you want to call it, including My New 
Life. Instead of taking all of the pain that you 
perceive to be present in your ridiculous lives and 
pouring it into plastic music that sounds like someone 
took the essence of stupid, turned it into a liquid, 
froze it into popsicle form and stabbed me in the ear 






















with it, why don’t you do something more 
creative. Why don’t you take all of your 
struggle and strife and let it ball up inside you, 
like most men do, and then, if you find that it’s 
too much for you, and life’s too hard, just find 
a nice spot under a bridge on a rainy day and 
kill yourself like the rest of us would do. 

On the Might of Princes - Sirens 
(Revelation) 

These noisy yellers played the last 
show at Green Bay’s premier basement venue, 
the Blank House. It was a nice quiet show. 
There weren’t a lot of people present. I found 
myself getting lost in the overwhelming din 
created by this band and The Insurgent, the 
other group playing that evening. The pleasant 
wandering of my mind was cut short when cops 
decided that the tiny handful of kids gathered 
in die basement posed a threat to society. The 
evacuation was swift and involved someone 
from this band or The Insurgent getting 
clobbered by a cop and leaving the basement 
with a nice head wound. 

Being extremely naive, I felt that I 
should reason with the police. “Do you really 
feel that there was something wrong going on 
here?” I asked a tall police officer, who hid 


behind sunglasses, despite the fact that it was 
well into the evening. 

“This gathering is against the law,” he 
replied coldly. 

“I asked if you feel that this is wrong, 
morally wrong,” I reiterated. 

“That’s not the point.” 

Someone interrupted and reminded me 
that my conversation was pointless, so I just 
went home. 

VA - The Acrostic Aee (Crusty 
Records) 

Oh, how wonderful. A full album of 
pornographic acoustic punk tunes from a variety 
of Canadian singers. I need this about as much 
as I need to relive third grade, which was when 
I first encountered pom. My friend Paul and I 
were wandering around in the woods, throwing 
rocks at younger kids and whatnot, when we 
stumbled upon a little hole that had been covered 
by sticks. In the hole sat a couple of penthouse 
mags and a lot of toilet paper. Even though die 
magazines were well worn and covered with 
dirt, we took a moment to browse .through the 
pages. Coincidentally, there was a bizarre picture 
of a man hovering over a woman. His cock was 
wrapped in toilet paper. We tried to figure out 


NEW MUSIC FROM 
THE BEST LABEL EUER1 





DRIVIN BY S/T 
MELODIC HC. 

INDIE ROCK. 

FOR FANS OF: 
LIFETIME. HOT WATER 
MUSIC. 

SR 005 $5PPD 


DRIVIN BY "LOST ART OF 
MAKING OUT" 

ACOUSTIC SONGS. 

FOR FANS OF: 

THE WEARKERTHANS. AND 
BAD ASTRONOT 
SR 006 $ 6 PPD 


FO A CHA v/A BUILIDING AN EMPIRE 

"HYPOCONDRIAC E.P." 1 7 TRACKS FROM THE 
FAST FUN ROCK N" ROLL FOLLOWING: MEWITHOUTYOU. 
FOR FANS OF: WEEZER, DRIVIN BY. FO A CHA. 

A TRUNKFULL OF DEAD BODIES, 
THE COMMERCIALS. 

AND MORE. SR 008 J 6 PPD 


AND GREEN DAY. 
SR 007 $ 6 PPD 
ORDER AND GET 
A FREE POSTER. 




ORDER BY MAILORDER OR 
FROM THESE FINE ONLINE STORES: 


STANDSTILL RECORDS 38 RYMIN RD TAMAQUA. PA 18252 USA 
www.slandslillrecords.com 























what the point of it was, but to no avail. We 
tossed the mags back in the hole and went back 
to Paul’s house to play GI Joe. 


drive the enemy straight to the ground. Blocks are 
attempted, but the moves are varied enough that the 
opponent’s efforts are worthless. They block nothing 
while ribs are crushed. 


Action Toolbelt - ST (Fast Music) 
Action Toolbelt is upset. 

How much do you want to bet 
their lady left and they let it get 
them down. 

No need to frown. 

Your sadness is nothing 
compared to when a zombie 
emerges from under your bed 
and slowly, quietly 
gnaws a hole in your head. 

Since by Man - We Sing the Body 
Electric (Revelation) 

This is a very carefully calculated 
outburst of violence from the lower portion of 
Wisconsin. It isn’t a blind rage that doesn’t 
know when to step back, when to move to the 
side and when to duck. These fists wait for an 
opening and don’t miss. It bides its time, making 
angry faces, waiting for the opponent to take a 
desperate swing. The attack comes sooner than 
expected and each blow in the series is placed 
logically, designed to bring the most impact and 


Fleshies 

The Fleshies are a violent tornado of 
energy. They whip through punk rock and engulf 
various sounds when necessary then toss them 
out when they’re sick of them. The blurry fuzz 
of garage swirls through the funnel and collides 
with the intensity of hardcore. A touch of 
melody ricochets past. They are what a punk 
band should be; a quick, messy surge of energy. 

The most impressive part of this band’s 
performance isn’t the craziness that the 
everyday-guy vocalist has in his eyes as he rolls 
around on the floor and collides with everything 
in his way. It’s not that he spends more time 
riding on top of the crowd than standing on stage 
in front of it. It’s not that his voice jumps around 
from a ridiculous falsetto chirping to a spit-in- 
your face scream. The most impressive thing is 
that, while he is doing all of this, he rarely drops 
a line or misses a piece of a song. That’s about 
as professional as I want my punk rock to get. 
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Gunter 

I was in the post office, weighing 
packages and putting stamps on them, when a 
guy walked past. From the comer of my eye, I 
watched as this fellow made a dead stop just a 
few feet away from die exit, then turned around 
to look in my direction. 

Patiendy, I went about my business, 
pretending not to notice as this guy’s eyes 
peered out from below his messy mop of brown 
hair. Calmly, I attached stamps to manilla 
envelopes as this nut twisted his bearded head 
into every possible angle, clearly inspecting me. 

After a couple solid minutes of this, I 
drew in a breath and turned in his direction to 
growl, “What the hell are you doing?” 

Before I could say my part, he decided 
to lay whatever it was that was on his mind out 
on the table. “They used to call you Gunter, 
didn’t they?” He asked, his smile poking out of 
his brown fecial hair. 

Now, I’ve been called a thing or two in 
my life, but Gunter isn’t on the list, so I was 
caught a bit off guard. “What?” was all I could 
think of saying. 

“Sorry,” he said, waving his hands as if 
they were magnets trying to pull his question 
back into his grasp, before jumping out the 
door. 

VA - Boston (Rodent Popsicle 
Records) 

I was going to start this review by making 
a joke about this being a compilation of cover tunes 
by the band Boston, but then I realized that, not only 
would that not be fenny, but that’s probably how the 
review starts in every other zine out there. So foiget 
it. The real deal is that Boston has had a punk scene 
going strong since way back when. Check out the 
compilation “This is Boston, Not LA” from 1982 if 
you need proof. This disc is a worthy sequel to that 
legendary comp. Actually, it’s two discs, each one 
packed to the brim with all sorts of punk. It will 
probably disappoint nobody that there aren’t any 
pop punk or emo bands present. Maybe Boston is 
completely free of those plagues. It’s a refege for 
hardcore to remain untainted. Probably not. 
Anyway, there aren’t any bad tracks on this disc. 
Yes, there are some mediocre tunes that aren’t all 
that memorable, but nothing that stands out as being 
completely worthless, like on most comps. There’s 
usually that one band that makes you regret listening 
to the comp. Not on this one. 

Fo A Cha - Hypochondriac 
(Standstill Records) 

I know you. You gave me a funny look 
when I saw you at die mall. It was one of those 
looks like there was something about me feat 
you understood, but you didn’t like. Fuck you. 


No, wait. I’ve got an idea. Why don’t we arm 
wrestle over this one. Seriously. I will beat you 
in arm wrestling and you will retire. Don’t tell 
me feat it’s not fair. It’s perfectly fair. I will win 
and you will stop this fooling around and go 
back to work. Okay, how about a different plan? 
I’ll put you in a room wife this girl I know who 
likes knives. She cut her own ears off. She’s not 
a good listener, but she’s good at knife fights. 
Will it upset you if you get your throat slit by a 
girl in a dress wife purple lipstick and no ears? 
Will it? I don’t think you have a clue how much 
trouble you’re in. Don’t act confused. You know 
what this is about Stop this and go back to work. 

Dream Warrior? 

At work one day, I was taking my lunch 
break, lounging and eating a peanut butter 
sandwich, when a co-worker entered fee room. 
He mentioned that he had a dream wife me in 
it. 

“Really? What was it about?” I was 
absolutely intrigued. 

“We were locked immortal combat. Not 
like fee videogame, but we were actually 
fighting to fee death.” 

“Who was winning?” 

He shook his head, looked at fee ground 
and said, “Well, I was getting some good shots 
in, but you were pretty much mopping fee floor 
wife me.” 

I know there are a lot of tough guys out 
there, and I’m not one to brag, but how many 
men can kick another guy’s as in his own dream? 

New Blind Nationals - Bury the 
Pattern (Sparkler) 

The twelve songs on this disc are robots 
marching slowly down fee street. They are all 
clunky and square. From far off, they look like 
they could have been assembled from various 
sized cardboard boxes feat have been spray- 
painted silver. No smooth, rounded edges are 
present. These suckers are all comers as they 
clunk and whir awkwardly over fee blacktop. 
Upon close inspection, it is obvious feat each 
has a different personality. One has burning red 
eyes. If it didn’t seem so off-balance, it would 
be threatening. Its arms keep punching at fee air 
mechanically, knocking holes in fee bodies of 
imaginary enemies as it moves along its path. 
Next to it stands a little one that has scrap pieces 
of carpet glued all over its body. In its pathetic 
way, it tries to be cute and cuddly, but only ends 
up being ridiculous. They all seem to be 
marching in a very determined manner, but it 
isn’t clear where they are going. 


















WAKING DEMONS 



A grizzled old man sits on a paint-stained bench in a dimly lit 
basement shop whittling away at a piece of wood. Under a puff 
of gray beard, his jaws are clenched in concentration. His knife is 
clamped tightly between arthritically-enlarged knuckles. It shakes as it peels chunks from the block of pine. As he 
makes his final cuts, his eyes gleam. He brings himself to his feet and holds the carved object above his head, laughing 
uncontrollably. Thunder smacks hard outside and the lights go out, leaving the man cackling in inky darkness. 


A few blocks away, Greg swerves his car and brings it to an abrupt halt by the side of the road. 

“What the fuck are you doing?” Kara rages from the passenger seat. “I could have poked my eye out!” 
She holds up her eyeliner and points out the twisting black line she has drawn down her cheek. Greg suppresses a 
giggle before pointing out the wide hole in the middle of the street. He climbs out of the car to get a closer look. 

Kara exits the vehicle and joins her boyfriend, who is staring incredulously into the abyss. The edges are 
cracked and broken, as if some giant fist reached down from the night sky and carelessly ripped out a chunk of 
blacktop. There isn’t a visible bottom, but there are stairs. 

“I’m going in,” Greg announces, turning toward Kara to see a frown of disapproval tightly adhered to her 

face. 

“My parents are waiting for us. They probably have dinner ready. We’ll look at the god-damned hole on 

our way back.” . 

Greg starts down the steps, then turns back to shoot a child-like smile at his lover. If you want to come 
with, you can. Otherwise, I’ll meet you at your parents’ when I’m done. These steps can’t go down too far. I’ll 
probably be there in fifteen minutes.” He pauses to gaze at Kara, who is shaking her head from side to side. “You 
look beautiful in the moonlight,” he says, and then adds, “I love you,” before descending into the hole. 

“I love you, too,” the woman whispers, then hops into the driver’s seat and speeds away. 


“It’s been an altogether odd evening,” Kara’s father explains after Kara tells him why Greg is going to be 
late. He takes his spot at the head of the dinner table and elaborates. “Mr. Oakenrud next door has completely lost 
it. Every half hour or so he bursts out of his house screaming and laughing like a nut, waving one of his little wood 
carvings over his head like it’s some kind of trophy. We’ve known the man for years and he s always been a bit of 
a kook - especially since his wife passed and he started whittling all the time - but this is out there, even for him. I 
thought he might have carved his brains clean out of his head, so I went over there to see what the fuss was over. 


“‘What’s all the commotion for, Oaky?’ I cut right to the chase. Before he answers, he lets out a big laugh, 
right from the gut. ‘I finally did it,’ he says, handing me the wooden trinket he’s carrying. It was a sort of dinosaur 
thing, only with three eyes and six legs. Very creepy. I look at him after inspecting it and see that he’s stroking his 
beard so hard that hair is coming off and sticking to his sweaty palms. I handed his toy back and came inside to call 
his son, let him know that he’d better come and check up on his old dad before he loses all his marbles, but there 
was no answer. I’ve known Oaky for a long time and never has he acted like this.” 

Greg squints, trying to force his eyes to adjust to the darkness. It took him much longer than he thought 
to reach the bottom of the steps, and now that he has, he wonders if it wouldn’t be best to start back up them. After 
a few more seconds of consideration and darkness, he realizes that he would rather eat than get lost in this 
underworld, so he turns around and lifts his foot up to the first step. He lays it down and it lands level with his 
other foot. He crouches over and starts waving his hands through the cold darkness, but they touch nothing. 

“Hey! Over here, buddy,” a low, almost snarling voice beckons. 

Greg backs in the opposite direction. 

“Listen, buddy,” the voice from the darkness commands. “You aren’t going anyplace. You can’t see 
anything. You’re just going to hurt yourself, walking around backwards like an idiot. Just follow me, okay?” 

“How can I follow you? I can’t see you?” Greg continues backing away. 

“Well, Doctor, you could follow my voice.” 

Something brushes past Greg and he stops. “Okay, lead the way.” 

A minute later, he’s in a well-lit brick room. There is a domed ceiling, which is covered by a painting of a 
giant reptilian creature spraying fire at fleeing humans. He strains his neck, noting all the details. The beast has three 
pairs of legs. The ones closest to the purple, curling tail are short and stump-like, while those nearest the head are 
thin and long. They appear very agile as their razor-sharp claws sweep the heads from the necks of its burning 
victims. Its face is somewhat human, with three eyes and long saber teeth that would make it nearly impossible to 









close the mouth. 

“That is the demon Gaurath.” 

Greg lowers his eyes and resets them on a short, bespectacled man in a baggy brown robe. One thing makes 
it clear he is not merely a bum midget wandering the sewers; a series of sharp horns jutting out from his curly, brown 
hair. There are at least ten of them and no two seem to match. One twists its way out over the man’s right eye, 
while another curves sleekly upward from a few inches above his ear. All seem very sharp and it strikes Greg that 
this person could easily kill merely by bending at the waist and charging headfirst into someone’s belly. 

“Demon?” Greg asks, not really knowing why. 

The little man glares at Greg through grimy, round lenses. “Some events unfolded tonight that are not good. 
Are you aware of this?” 

“Unless you’re talking about me messing up the pie, I don’t really know what you re talking about. I just 

came down from...” . 

“Fool!” The little one’s voice echoes harshly through the room, bouncing against the high ceiling. He 
giggles and jumps up and down, punching the air. “It doesn’t matter. Even if you knew what you were doing, it 
would only be a one-in-a-million chance of success. Now it’s maybe, I dunno, something like 
three-quarters-in-a-million?” # ... 

Greg stares blankly, wondering if the fam has started eating without him. He considers inviting the homed 
guy. It probably wouldn’t be a good idea, though, he tells himself, realizing how much short people can eat 


sometimes. , , ,. i < i 

“Are you even listening to me?” the man questions, flailing his arms around, causing the thick, baggy sleeves 

to flap together. Dust flies from the cloth. 

“Yeah.” 

“This evil god,” the man points a stubby finger to the ceiling, “has been awoken!” 

“I thought you said it was a demon?” Greg offers proof that he’s paying attention. 

“Same thing,” the homed troll replies, frustrated. 

“A demon and an evil god are the same thing?” 


“Yes.” 

“So that would make God a good demon?” 

“Listen, fucker!” the man shouts, his eyes twitching with anger. “I’m going to sum this up for you fast 
because you’re making me hate.” Steam begins rising from his flesh. “Pay attention. An idol of Gaurath has been 
inadvertently created. It is being worshipped. As long as one worships a god, the keeper isn’t allowed to keep it 


sealed up.” 

“Hey, you’re the keeper!” 

“Yes, and you have to stop the worship of Gaurath or I’m going to have to let the fucker go. Now, take 
your helper and get the fuck out of here, shit for brains,” the keeper snarls, tossing a stuffed purple bear with a 
round pink belly at Greg. 

“This is my helper?” Greg whispers, surprised at the whole thing. 

“And take this so you can find the steps this time,” Keeper tosses a flashlight, which bounces off Greg’s 


Rubbing at the pain, Greg picks up the flashlight, flicks it on and heads out the way he came. When he 
reaches the steps, he wonders why he wasn’t able to find them before. He shrugs his shoulders and quickly scurries 
up to street level. 

“What do I do with you, bear?” he asks, making his way through the rain to Kara’s parents’ house. 

“Don’t worry about it. It will be easier than you think. The keeper’s just a jerk. Spending centuries with 
locked up demons will do that.” A sultry female voice seeps from the bear. 

Greg nods his head and tries only to think about Kara’s mom’s mashed potatoes. He wonders if he should 
give the bear to Kara. After some consideration, he decides not to. She’s sort of weird about cutesy stuff. He bought 
her a Valentine’s Day card last year with a volcano blowing hearts out of its cone. Inside, it said “I LAVA you!” She 
told him it was retarded and threw it away. 

“Hey, you’re kinda cute,” the bear chimes. He looks at it and, somehow, it winks at him. 

“Uhhh, okay,” he replies nervously. 

As he approaches Kara’s folks’ house, he sees an old man grab something from the yard, then run into the 
neighboring house, leaving a trail of cackling behind him. Greg contemplates following the man, but then picks up 
the scent of turkey and remembers that he needs to fill his belly. Knocking at the door, he covers the bear’s mouth 
as she starts talking. If he isn’t insane, then he doesn’t want a talking bear interfering with his love life. 

“Ah, Greg!” Kara’s mom answers the door with an uncomfortable hug and a cold kiss to the cheek. When 
the woman turns her back, he uses the bear to wipe the moist off of his face and he hears it grumbling a protest. 

“So what was so great in the hole?” Kara inquires, obviously resentful of having to wait for him. 

“A lot of darkness and a crazy guy with a nasty birth defect,” he replies, smiling. 

“And what’s with the bear,” Kara scowls. 

“It’s my helper,” he states, then winks at his girlfriend. He fantasizes that she is suspicious about him having 
an affair. Maybe, he ponders, she thinks I met some big-breasted hottie and we had sex and she gave me this as a 
souvenir. He chuckles to himself, then reaches over and kisses Kara’s hand. 

Greg smiles as he begins stuffing the turkey into his mouth. Feeling a tug on his pant leg, he looks down. 







His plush purple helper is smiling at him. 

Laughter forces its way in from somewhere in the backyard. 

“What’s with your neighbor?” Greg questions. 

“Is that your girlfriend?” the girlish bear voice asks from under the table. 

All jaws drop and all eyes move to Greg. 

The awkward moment is interrupted when the dining room window shatters. Greg quickly grabs Kara to 
shield her from the sharp debris. A dead owl flops onto the table, face down. One wing rests on the carved up turkey. 
Blood spreads out and drips onto the white linoleum. Manic laughter winds in through the new opening. Shards of 
glass litter the table, reflecting light like hundreds of tiny clear jewels. 

A gurgling noise comes from Kara’s father as he clutches at his throat. Blood leaks from between his 
fingers. His coughing sends the red fluid spraying from his lips. His wife cries and rushes to his side. 

The purple bear hops to its feet and scurries out from under the table. It jumps out the broken window and 
disappears into the darkness. Greg runs out the front door to follow it, while Kara dials 911, muttering swear words 
under her breath. 

Outside, Greg quietly walks up against the house. His shoulder brushes against the white siding as he 
maneuvers over short shrubs that ineffectively stand guard outside the windows. Moonlight manipulates the shadow 
of each tree into a potential attacker. Greg scans every inch of the yard, then moves to the comer of the house. 
Crouching down, he pokes his head past the side. He sees nothing, but he can still hear a faint laughter coming from 
inside the neighbor’s house. There’s no other way to find out what’s going on than to go in, he decides. Before he 
makes his move, something touches his bottom and he screams. 

“Hey cutie,” the bear giggles. What used to be a few inches tall is now Greg’s height. It’s thin and curvy, 
with big purple plush breasts. Greg scans his helper. His eyes wander up the long, skinny, fluffy legs, past the hips 
and the tight pink tummy. Then he catches himseli and shakes his head. She’s still definitely a stuffed bear, he reminds 
himself glancing at the black plastic nose and the half circle earflaps at the top of her round head. 

“You like what you see, sugar lips?” the bear coos. It reaches out and plants its soft paw on Greg’s chest. 
Immediately, he pushes it away and turns back to the neighbor’s house. The bear sighs. 

“That guy has something to do with this, right?” Greg asks. “What are we supposed to do?” 

“I dunno. My name is Melinda, by the way,” the bear purrs and grabs Greg’s ass again. 

“Would you please stop that,” Greg orders sternly. “You must know something. That crazy troll didn’t just 
send you along to squeeze my butt, right?” 

“You’re supposed to be the brains. I’m the muscle,” Melinda chirps. 

Greg groans and starts off in the direction of the house. He moves quickly and stays close to the ground. 
Melinda walks behind him, standing upright and whistling some pop song. 

When they reach the front steps, Greg turns the doorknob to find it unlocked. He pushes into the darkened 
house and begins scurrying through the maze of overturned furniture and smashed decor. Crunching noises shoot 
from beneath his feet as he steps on pieces of broken lamps. The sound makes him cringe. 

The lights go on and Greg spins around frantically to see Melinda’s purple paw on the switch. “Wow, what 
a mess,” she says. 

“Very discrete,” he hisses. 

Melinda shrugs her shoulders, tilts her head to the side and smiles. 

Laughter filters into the room through the vents. 

“Quick, find the way to the basement,” Greg orders, wildly flinging open doors. 

Melinda wraps her sleek, fixzzy arms around Greg. Giggling as he tries to break free, she bounces up and 
then slams her feet down. They fall through the floor and crash hard on the concrete below amidst a thick cloud of 
settling dust and debris. 

Mr. Oakenrud stands shirtless staring at the two as they pull themselves to their feet and brush the grime 
off. His torso is a mass of pale, vein-covered flesh. Hair that matches his beard sprouts out in random patches on 
his chest. An avalanche of white skin hangs over his dirty blue jeans. He circles his two visitors, staring with a smile 
at the well-endowed bear. Moving in close, he holds up the wooden statue, proud to show off his work. Greg 
immediately recognizes it as Guarath from the underground painting. He tries to grab it from the old man’s clutches, 
but isn’t fast enough. Mr. Oakenrud’s mouth opens and lets loose a garish howl as his pupils swing wildly from side 
to side, searching for any other would-be thieves. 

Greg turns to Melinda. Her black marble eyes give no insight into what she is feeling or thinking. It dawns 
on him that this bear will probably be around awhile. He wonders if Kara would be jealous if he decided to keep it 
as a pet. Then he realizes that it would more likely be jealous of Kara. What would Kara have to be jealous of he 
asks himself. An awkward thought creeps into his head, but he quickly pushes it away. He feels a hand on his bottom 
and he pushes that away too. 

As the half-naked man paces around them, Greg asks Melinda if she has any ideas about what they should 
do. She nods her head and lets out another series of her girlish giggles. Her purple paw shoots forward and curls 
itself around the bearded man’s wrinkled neck. The bear growls and pulls, separating the head from the body as the 
old man screams. Crimson spurts out over the soft plush hand. She tosses the head into a darkened comer and begins 
working at the body. Her paw dives into the open neck. Soon, she’s up to her shoulder, carefully maneuvering her 
arm in the gut bag. Through the dead man’s thin skin, Greg can see the bear’s hand moving around inside. She 
begins pulling out pieces and tossing them to the floor. As she pulls out a lung, she chuckles and holds it toward 






Greg in her blood-slicked palm. He recoils in fear and Melinda frowns, letting the gutted corpse fall to the ground. 

“What’s wrong, hottie?” Melinda asks sweetly. 

Greg vomits. His liquid brown spew hits the floor and mingles with the bloody puddle of curled up 
intestines. Hunkered over, wiping the last strands of fluid from his chin, he spots what he needs. Grabbing the 
wooden idol from the pile of puke and guts, he runs up the stairs. Melinda follows close behind. 

“We need to bum this,” Greg announces as they reach the top. 

“No, sweetie, there’s something I want to do first,” Melinda whispers slyly, grabbmg Greg’s arm tightly 
with her bloody paw. She pulls him through the hallway as she pushes open doors. “There has to be a bedroom 
around here somewhere,” she giggles. 


Next door, Kara bolts out into the rain soaked darkness and meets a pair of police officers as they exit their 
car. Trying to keep calm, she gasps through an explanation. 

“Maybe we should pay a visit to your neighbor,” one of the officers suggests. ( 

They move through the opened front door and shuffle past the labyrinth of busted relics of Mr. Oakenrud’s 
life. A groan from down the hall draws their attention. It sends shivers up Kara’s spine. She recognizes the sound. 

“Mr. Oakenrud,” one of the officers shouts. “Please come out right now!” 

The three wait a few moments as the moaning crescendos. They begin moving in the direction of the noise. 
Kara runs ahead of the officers, who mutter their disapproval as they reach for their guns. Her jaw drops as she 
stands in the doorway. The cops rush to her side, weapons at the ready. 

The tall purple bear is pushing its plush crotch onto Greg. It moves slowly up and down, giggling softly 
as it rubs its big, for-covered breasts past the man’s lips. Keeping its mitten-like paws clamped over Greg’s struggling 
wrists, its thrusting becomes progressively faster. 

Kara grabs for one of the officer’s guns and sends a shot in the direction of the bear woman. The bullet 
tears through an ear flap and stuffing jumps into the air. The bear screams and slips herself off of.Greg, who rolls 
off the bed, crying and pulling his pants up. Melinda moves toward Kara and the officers, growling ferociously. One 
of them lets a round of shots loose that rip through soft fozz and send clouds of cotton out of her back. 

“Why are you shooting me?” Melinda whines, pawing at her new holes and carefully shoving stuffing back 


Greg pushes past the bear and wraps his arms around his girlfriend. In one of his hands, he holds the idol. 
He asks if anyone has a lighter. 

“What for?” one of the cops replies. 

“To bum this.” 

“I don’t think so,” Melinda states. “We need to bring this to the keeper.” She grabs both of the cops by 
the neck and slams their heads together. The sound of skull cracking against skull tests the nerves of Kara, and she 
squeezes Greg tighter. Both of the police officers fall to the ground, blood dripping from their ears and nose. “Let’s 
go,” the bear orders. ' 

Kara and Greg don’t attempt to dispute Melinda’s command, after seeing what she is capable of. They walk 
outside and march down the middle of the street until they arrive at the hole. Some street worker has swung by and 
surrounded the gap with orange barrels to deter an accident. 

They rnaVf- their way down the steps and into the keeper’s lair. Melinda hands the troll the idol, which he 
clutches over his horn-covered head. “Now we will summon the demon!” he cackles. 

“I thought the goal was to keep the demon away?” Greg asks as Kara gives him a questioning glance. 

“Well, at first, yes,” the little man nods his head as he speaks. “But then I looked around at the shithole 
I’ve been living in for the last thousand years and I said to myself, what the hell.” 

Melinda moves to the keeper’s side and tickles under his chin with her paw. Catching a sideways glance 
from Greg, she grins. “So I’m a slut.” 

Kara grabs Greg’s hand and starts moving away. 

“No, no, no. Let’s all work together here,” the troll commands. He raises an old sheet of parchment in 
front of his face and reads. “Gaurath, you mighty flicking lizard, get up here and help me destroy shit!” 

The ground bulges upward and a giant head, part human, part reptile, erupts through dirt and concrete. It 
pulls its massive body about halfway out of the earth. Giant purple-scaled legs glint in the light of the flickering 
torches that illuminate the room. Yellow eyes sneer hatefully at the group of people who have summoned it. Gaurath 
breathes slowly. Each gust of warm wind that surges from its deep nostrils causes the onlookers to flinch. Its giant 
jaws open and close a couple of times, making a wet smacking noise and revealing a row of well-worn fangs. The 
beast grunts. 

“Assholes,” it says in a low grumble that actually shakes the ground. The people feel the word through 
their feet and legs as much as they hear it with their ears. “I don’t see a sacrificed virgin. You wake me up after 
god knows how many thousands of years, you better at least be ready to kill a flicking lousy virgin for me,” Gaurath 
grumbles. 

The keeper looks at Kara, who just smirks and rolls her eyes, then at Melinda, who shrugs and giggles. 
Kicking a chunk of cement, the old man sighs and gives an apologetic frown to the awakened demon. 

“Pathetic sons of bitches,” the behemoth reptile grunts before pushing himself slowly back into the earth. 








It’s the Freak Tension Contest! 

Win big prizes! Woo hooo! 

Just answer this question in a paragraph or less: 

You are surrounded by zombie nuns and you have 
two items, one in each hand. In your left hand, you 
are clutching a stuffed monkey in a space suit. In 
your right hand, you hold a nicely framed picture of 
a badger. What do you do? 

Your entry must include the following: 

Your name 

Your mailing address and email address 

Where you got this issue of Freak Tension 

How many issues of Freak Tension you have read 

prior to this one 

Your favorite part of this issue 

Winning entries will be picked by me. Winners will 
receive a nice prize package including CDs, zines, 
posters, stickers and all sorts of good stuff. 

All entries must be received by November 10 th . 

Send Entries to: 

F reaktension@yahoo. com 



ALL I WANT LS A HUG 


Thanks! 

K, Brothers, Friends, Fiends, Albino Frogs, your 
dead rabbit that keeps creeping out of its grave just 
to taunt me with rotting carrots every afternoon, I 
swear to you, if this keeps up, I’m going to kill it 
again, seriously, Killer Barbies, Danzig, Misfits, 
Carmen Electra with a machine gun aimed at your 
face, 

http ://profile. my space, com/users/3409013 , 
evil pasta chefs tne world over, you will never win, 
you will never reach your goal of kidnapping me and 
tying me up with a thirty foot long strand of 
spaghetti while you stab ziti in my ears, fools, Green 
Bay kids, Eau Claire kids, all the kids, goofy phone 
calls at six in the morning from Geris wanting to 
discuss lampreys, Boo-Yaa T.R.I.B.E., Brad and 
Into the Void zine, Bill Hauser, Scooby Doo, 
remember that episode where he fought the giant 
drag queen vampire who was living in an old mining 
shaft and sucking out the blood of gold seekers?, 
David Cronenberg, It Came From Trafalgar, Rudy 
Ray Moore, My computer, the Internet, angry 
bands, all the people who said that the thank you list 
was one of the best parts of Freak Tension... If you 
say so. 


No Thanks! 

Taking yourself too seriously, I mean, didn’t you see 
yourself in the mirror, with the asparagus stuffed up 
your nose and the packing tape over your mouth, you 
looked hilarious, I’m not sure why you got so mad, 
either way, I’m glad that we dumped you in the river, 
because I was sick of you yelling, “Groove it up. 
Soldiers!” every time I tried to take the tape off your 
mouth. Angry people. Green Bay adults, Eau Claire 
adults, all the adults, you’re fools! Don’t you see? It’s 
a state of mind, a self-imposed state of mind! Like 
constipation! Bigfoot dances at midnight on the 
comer of Mason and Main, he plays a mean bongo, 
actually, it’s not a bongo, it’s some poor joe’s head. 
He beats on it so much, all of the hair has worn away, 
as has the flesh, but I suppose it sounds better 
pounding on the skull than on a pile of hair and flesh, 
eh? The guy at the bar who looked like a combination 
of Popeye and Ernest Hemingway, don’t rub up 
against my lady, fool, it’s just too weird. Also, a big 
negative shout out to all the pimp aliens from Pluto 
who think it’s a good plan to go around stealing 
folks’ feet and licking the toes. You’re gonna catch 
something for sure, and I’m not going to back you 
up when you do, ‘cause it’s just too gross for me. 
Besides, you can’t prostitute out severed feet, at least 
not on this planet. 















Crimes Against Humanity Records 


Just keeps Getting More Brutal!!! 
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OUT NOW 


Head Hits Concrete “Discography” Cd 

Discography of their stuff to date. Head splitting ferocious grindcore from the cold depths of Canada. 

Audio Kollaps “Music From An Extreme World” Cd tout Approx August or September) 

Former Recharge members bruise you with a brutal mix of Crust, Grindcore and Metal. The best combination possible. 

HomoiratUS “Apocalypse” Cd (Out Approx August or September) 

Pulverizing Grindcore / Death Metal from Greece. Comparisons to Rotten sound come to mind. Watch out for this band! 

Beyond Description “A Road To A Brilliant Future” Cd / Lp 

Brand new Cd of these Japanese hardcore legends. Comes w/ 3 Bonus Tracks. 

Despite “No Promise of Tomorrow” Cd / Lp 

Brutal gut wrenching Hardcore / Grind / Punk from the deepest bowels of Wl. Includes Spanish Translations. 

Urban Head Raw “Human Instinct” Cd 

Japanese Crust with Metal influences that will blow you away. A lot have said this is one of the best Japanese bands they’ve heard in a long time. 

Agathocles “Alive And Mincing” Cd 

Brutal Grindcore from Belgium. We all know them by now. Limited to 1000 copies. 

Words That Burn “Spawning Ground For Hatred” Cd / Lp 

..."Crusty" hXc that proves what E.N.T. SHOULD have sounded like as a death metal band... (Violence Zine) (Mailorder gets Ltd to 100 Red Vinyl if you act quickly!) 

To What End? “The Purpose Beyond” Cd 

Burly and melodic hardcore / punk from Sweden featuring current members of Wolfbrigade. ^ 

Remains of the Day “Hanging on Rebellion” Cd / Lp 

This is a masterpiece and has cemented R.O.T.D.'s position as one of my favorite bands. 

Remains of the Day transcend crust and add so many new elements to the sound, making it impossible to truly classify them... (Daredevil.de) 

Asschapel “Fire And Destruction” Cd / Lp 

Asschapel lays down 12 tracks of sheer metalized head banging destruction. 

Warspite “Gallery of the Macabre” Cd 

This is probably the best death metal release I've heard all year... (Aversionline.com) 

Disgust “The Horror Of It AH” Cd / Lp 

Brutal UK D-beat crust from a founding E.N.T. member. (Formerly on Earache and Nuclear Blast Rees) 

Groinchurn “Already Dead” Med $5.00 ppd US / $6.00 World 

9 tracks of tightly produced catchy Death/Grind with a pinch of crustiness. 

Facedowninshit “Shit Bloody Shit” Cd 

Early discography, think stoner rock, grind / crust, hardcore / punk, doom / sludge = FDIS. 

Cluster Bomb Unit / Raagg Split 7” $4.00 ppd US '/ $6.00 World 

CBU: Crusty Doom ridden Punk / Hardcore. Raagg: Brutal Japanese. Hardcore. 

Wolfpack “Allday Hell” Cd / Lp 

100% raging Swedish HC that fucking hammers from start to finish. 

Misery “Early Years” Cd / Lp 

Discography of their early material. Brutal legendary crust that is esential in everyone's collection if you like crust. 

Remains of the Day “An Underlying Frequency” Cd / Lp 

R.O.T.D. play a mix of violent crust, grind and hardcore with alot of awesome melodic guitar work in there too. Totally essential in every aspect. Contains their 7” plus extra tracks. 

Misery / Extinction of Mankind Split Cd / Lp 

Brutal Crust from Both bands. Some say this is each bands best material ever. 

For more reviews of all of these titles visit www,cahrecords.com/reviews.html 

ALL CDS ARE $9.00 PPD USA / $12.00 PPD WORLD// ALL LPS ARE $9.00 PPD USA / $17.00 PPD WORLD 


C.A.H. Records // P.O. Box 1421 // Eau Claire, WI 54702 // USA 

Email: orders@cahrecords.com // Web: www.cahrecords.com 

We accept credit cards. Out Soon: Phobia / Skrupel Split CdEp, Accion Mutante Discography Cd 




















